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30 AMONG THE FOREST TREES. 
and team, and help me to put up the body of a house. 
Then i will go and help him on the road till he is 
paid." 
"Yes, my friend, I will do that, not only willingly, 
but gladly," said Mr. Root from the outside of the 
door, where he stood and heard young Bushman's 
talk, while he supposed he was alone. 
Mr. Root came in and sat down on one of the blocks. 
Then he said," Weare working along by the side of 
your land on the boundary, and on looking at my in-
structions I see that the road that I have to open 
through the township is the concession that runs 
along the end of your lots. So, you see, we shall be 
in tbislocality for a considerable length of time. Now, 
I have two bridges to build not far from here. You 
told me one day that you could do something at fra.m-
ing. I called in to-night to see if I could secure your 
help. That is why I said I would gladly change work 
with you." 
". Well," said Bushman. " There could nothing suit 
me better. I can help you at the bridges, or chop, or 
drive oxen, whichever you like. I am very anxious 
to put up a house this fall, for if I live till next 
spring I shall have all that I can attend to in clearing 
off land." 
Mr. Root answered: "I ha~e twelve men now, and 
next week four more are coming. That will be six-
teen, besides ourselves. That ought to be force enough 
to put up a fair sized house, if the logs are not too 
heavy." 
" I can, without much trouble, find a sufficient nwn-














By sundown the walls were up and .the rafters on. 
Then the men concluded that their task was done, 
And it was done, too, without Mr. Root having to 
show them a "Yankee trick by way of ox-driving." 
Bushman was well pleased with the way in which 
the work was done. And Mr. Root, after congratu-
lating him on the success of the day's efforts, said. 
"Inasmuch as all his men had agreed to come to a 
• bee,' no charge would be made for the tiDle .spent at 
the raising." . 
The young man was completely taken by surprise. 
He thanked them for their kindness, and hoped he 
might be yet able to make them ~ll a suitable return. 
One of the men, a Mr. Beech, said to him, " So far 
as J am concerned, very likely you mlLY have a chance 
to do it before many months are gone. One of my 
reasons for joining this party of road makers was the 
opportunity it would give me to select a good lot of 
land on which to settle. 
"I am so well pleased with the looks of the land 
and timber about here that I have sent in an applica-
tion for the lot on the other side of the road from 
yours. If I get it, which most likely I will, I expect 
to settle on it early next spring. So, you see, we are 
likely to become fellow-citizens of the new country, 
and we may as well commence to be sociable and 
neighborly at once." 
" I am glad to hear it," said Bushman; "and I hope 
that you may never have cause to think of me in any 
other character than that of a good neighbor and 
trusty friend." 
, 





48 AMONG THE FOREST TREES. 
Would it be baby Littie's? How sad it would be if 
the little prattler should be gone. Or would it be one 
of the older members of the family?" Just then a 
startling thought crossed his mind: "What if mother 
should be gone to come back no more?" The very 
thought made him almost sick. He felt a sinking at 
his heart and a dizziness in his head. He never. till 
that moment, realized the strength of hill attachment 
to his mother. But he tried to dismiss such unpleasant 
thoughts and think of something not so gloomy. 
He wondered if sister Betsy had accepted the offer of 
young William Briers to become his wife. He believed 
that she wa.~ more than half inclined to do so before 
he left. But he was not certain, for Bet was such 
a queer girl, that no one but mother could get any-
thing out of her. He said to himself, '( I do wish she 
would have him, for Will is a good fellow; and I think 
more of him than any other young man in the settle-
ment." 
Thinking of his sister and her lover started a new 
train of ideas. He thought of the house so recently 
built, called by the men Sylvan Lodge. Who was 
to be its mistress in the days to come? 
John Bushman was by no means what is called a 
lady's man. He had never shown any particular 
partiality to any of the young women" of his acquaint-
ance; and, though he was on good terms with all of 
them, he would not acknowledge, even to himself, that 
he had ever been in love with any of them. He 
flattered himself that he had not been touched by any 
of the darts from the bow of the sly god. No, no; 























AN OLD-TIME WEDDING. 71 
tion. But it was easy to see that neither regretted 
the fact that their children had been yoked together 
for a life-long work in the matrimonial harness. At 
an early hour of the evening, a short prayer for the 
happiness and prosperity of the newly-wedded pair 
was offered up by the oldest man in company; the 
people dispersed, and the nuptials of John Bushman 
a.nd Mary Myrtle were things of the past. 














TALK ABOUT WOLVES. 85 
venison before he eats it, and he frequently ta.kes his 
breakfast miles away from where he started in pursuit 
of it. 
Some years ago a chase of this kind occurred, not 
far from Elora, where the banks of the Grand River 
are precipitous and high. A wolf was after a large 
buck, which was almost tired out, so the wolf was 
only one jump behind him. When they came to the 
edge of the precipice they both went over, and were 
killed on the ice that covered the river. It was their 
last race. 







92 AMONG THE FOREST TREES. 
could neither think nor speak of the dishonor of leav-
ing these deserving people to their fate with patience.' 
"Lord Townsend said that, 'To desert men who had 
constantly ,adhered to loyalty and attachment, was 'a 
circumstance of such cruelty as had never before been 
heard of.' 
"Lord Stormont said that, 'Britain was bound in 
justice and honor, gratitude and affection, and by every 
tie, to provide for and protect them.' 
," Lord Sack ville regarded the abandonment of the 
Loyalists as a thing of so atrocious a kind, that the 
sacrifice of these unhappy subjects must be answered 
for in the sight of GlJd and man. 
U Lord Loughborough said: 'The fifth article of the 
treaty had excited a general and just indignation, and 
that neither in ancient nor modern history had there 
been so shameful a desertion of men, who had sacri-
ficed all to their duty, and to their reliance on British 
faith.' 
"At the close of this discussion, the Commons 
passed a direct vote of censure against the Govern-
ment for neglecting to protect the Loyalists in the 
Treaty of Paris." -
"Father," said John, "I a~ very much pleased 
that you have told us so many things about the 
Loyalists, and also about the way in which the home 
Government took up their cause at the last. I never 
knew that they had endured so much." 
U The time will come," said the father, "when 
• See " Loyalists of America," Vol. II. pp. 60 and 61, where th_ 
,:rlrac~ ~re foand, and m~ch lQore of the lJ&II1e kiad. 
Digitized by Coogle 
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people in this country will be as proud to be able to 
trace their ancestry back to the United Empire 
Loyalists a!! ever people in England were to be able to 
trace theirs back to the heroes of the Norman Con-
quest. These people formed the nucleus of a distinct 
nationality, and one that will yet make itself 
heard among the nations-a nationality that is 
different from tbe American or the English type, 
but one that shall exhibit the best traits of both these 
nations." 
"The first settlers in this country must have ex-
perienced many hardships here, after all the ill-treat-
ment they endured before they caine here," said John. 
"Yes," answered his father, "that is so. Now, 
it seems like a big undertaking for you and other!! 
to go to the New Purchase or to Talbot Dist~ict 
.to settle. But light will be your trials as compared 
with those of the first settlers of this district. 
"If you get into any kind of trouble, there are 
those who are able and willing to help you. They 
had to help themselves or go without, no matter what 
came in their way. If you need supplies, you can get 
them. They had to supply themselves or go without. 
If they were sick, they had to be their own doctor. 
If they needed medicine, they went to nature's great 
laboratory of herbs and roots and flowers to get it." 
"Well," said John, "it must have been very difficult 
to keep house at all in those days, where there were 
no mills, no stores, no blacksmiths, no shoemakers, no 
ta.nners, no weavers, no tailors, no tinsmiths, nor 
~ coopers. How could they manage to live 1" 
Digitized by Coogle 


96 AMONG THE FOREST TREES. 
land; they looked after the cattle; they must attend 
to the sugar-bush in the spring; they must be their 
own tanner, and currier, and shoemaker, and carpenter, 
and sleighmaker, and blacksmith. In a. word, they 
must be both boss and hired man, Jack and his master, 
landlord and tenant, all in one, or, if they did not do 
this, they would come in behind in the race." 
" Father," said John, "you have not told me since 
I came home how that Scotchman came off in his trial, 
that was to come on in August, I think. Were you at 
the trial 1 " 
"You refer to the- agitator, Robert Gourley, I sup-
pose? Yes, I heard the trial," was the answer. 
"You see, I went to town on business, and when I 
learned that the' troublesome Scotchman' was to be 
tried that day, I went to hear the trial and see the 
man who had made s.uch a noise in the country. And 
I am sure that I never pitied a man more than I did 
poor Gourley that day. 
" It did seem to me that the whole thing was a bur-
lesque on the sacred name of justice. There was the 
prisoner, in a box, looking like a ghost more th~n like 
a man. * There was the Chief-Justice, looking and 
acting more like some despotic ruler than like a new 
country judge. There sat the twelve men in thejury-
box, looking as though they wanted to do right, if 
some one would only tell them what was right in this 
case. They had the fate of the prisoner in their 
hands, but they did not know what to do with it. 
• See Dent'. "Story of the Upper Canadian Rebellion," Vol. I., 
pap 31 aDd followiDg. 


























































154 AMONG THE FOREST TREES. 
He turned her fa.ce up, and kissed her, and said, 
" Are you sorry, Mary, that you took the situation of 
a pioneer's wife? .. 
"No, John," she answered; "I did it voluntarily, 
because I wanted to be where you are, I expect to be 
lonesome for a time; but under the great ~uiding band 
it will all come right in time. I like to be a pioneer's 
wife, John; I certainly do. 


































186 AMO~G THE ~'OREST TREES. 
nette predominated a little over the blonde. Thi8 
made a couple of shades of difference in their com-
plexion. But thil! difference was not sufficiently marked 
to necessitate much divergence, either in the features, 
or the color of eye!i or hair. Thi!i complexion was 
quite often met with in C"nadian girls of the last gen-
eration. 
Mary's hair was a shade lighter than brown, and a 
little darker than blonde. Her eyes were of that clear, 
deep, expres>iive blue that indicates kindness of heart, 
without softness, and firmness of character without 
unreasoning stubbornness. 
Martha's eye"! were of a dark brown, almo!it black. 
Her hair was the color of her eyes. The hail' of both 
was somewhat inclined to curl, a fact that sometimes 
g&ve them some trouble to keep their heads in a. pre-
sentable condition. 
These two women presented a fair type of the 
average girl of Upper Canada sixty years ago. A close 
observer might have said of the two, that they were 
not likely to fe.de prematurely for want of sun-
light and exercise, nor to fret themselves into an early 
grave, or into a peevish, sickly or unhappy old age. 
The acquaintance and friendship of theSe two women 
lasted long, and, as the years rolled on and the bur-
dens of life increased, and the cares of life multiplied, 
their attachment for each other seemed to g.row 
stronger. And it may be said, by way of anticipation, 
that the high moral tone that characterized that neigh-
borhood, in after years, wa.~ greatly augmented by the 
influence and example of these two young women, who 
















































234 AMONG THE FOREST TREES. 
" I would like to be there, and Will tried hard to 
keep me. But it will be three weeks yet before they 
will be ready to move, and I wanted to be here as 
soon as I could. to get in some grain and prepare for 
house-building." 




















AND STILL THEY COME. 253 
has got our boy,' and fell fainting to the ground with 
her infant in her arms. She soon rallied, and was 
tenderly taken to her home. For some weeks she 
trembled on the borders of insanity, and it was feared 
her reason would take its flight forever. 
" One of the men who first went to her said, some 
months after. the sad event, that the woman's cry, 
'The bear has· got my boy,' had been ringing in 
his ears ever since. There was such a burden of real 
hopeless despair and unutterable anguish, and such 
a wail of crushing, heart-rending woe in that one 
short sentence, that he hoped he might never hear the 
like of it again. 
"By ten o'clock next morning not less than fifty 
men, with guns, were scouring that swamp in all 
directions. But no trace of the bear or its victim 
could be found. A gloom rested on that community 
for months after this tragic event." 
Moses thanked the stranger for telling the story; 
although, as he said, it was one that nervous people 
would be better not to hear. 
"I can give you another story about the bear in a 
berry patch that is a cOIllplete contrast to that," said 
the man. 
U Let us hear it, please," said Mary, who was wish-
ing for something to change the current of her feel-
ings. 
"On a new farm, in one of the back townships, 
there lived an English family. They had only been 
a short time in this country. There was a large patch 
of thimble-berries on the rear of the farm. One day 






















































A BACKWOODS LYCEUM. 307 
lose partbf it for toll. I will not fetch any more 
wheat to your mill.' 
" It did no good to tell him that everybody had to 
give toll. He persisted in his resolution, and lived on 
boiled wheat and roasted potatoes for some years. 
Then he married and raised a family. He is dead 
now."· 
"Well," said Mr. Springboard, "that was a stl'ange 
way for a man to live. He mu!!t have had something 
else beside boiled wheat and roasted potatoes." 
Mr. Dusticoat replied: "He had salt, and sometimes 
a little butter or meat, but that was not often. In the 
spring he would make some maple sugar and molasses. 
He used hemlock for tell. He worked around a good 
deal among the neighbors, and after people got to 
know him they trusted him, and many a pail of milk 
and other things he carried home to his lonely little 
shanty. He would not clear off his land like other 
people. He said the time would come when the tim-
ber would be worth more than the land."t 
"The next name on the list is Mr. Springboard," 
said the President. "We will wait for his contribution 
to our entertainment until our next meeting." 
"Which will be to-morrow evening," put in Little 
Jack. 
"Hia name and location could be given, but that is not n8C8llll&l"Y 
to m&ke the truth of the narrative plainer. He never could be per· 
suaded that tolls and taXeB are not robbery. 
tHe lived to see his prediction fulfilled to the letter. He died Bud· 
denly, and left to his family four hundred &er8B of bush within e&If 
diltance of two or three riling toWllll. 





312 AMONG THE FOREST TREES. 
braced and attacked most ferociously, and tried to 
tear it to pie~s. The man went to the house, got his 
rifle and ended the bear's sufferings by sending a bul-
let through its heart." 
" Well done, Mr. Springboard," said the President. 
"If all our little entertainments can equal the two 
last ones, our evenings won't be wasted." 







































THE MILLS COMPLETED. 351 
that we found in the woods one day." Then, turning 
to Mr. Root, he said, "Has this Bushman got a 
beautiful little lake on his place?" 
"Yes, and it is surrounded with a fringe of ever-
greens. He calls it Sylvan Lake," said Mr. Root. 
"Do you know how it got that name?" 
" Yes, Bushman says the name was given to it by a 
poetic young man, who came along one day with a 
surveying party, shortly after he first came to the 
bush." 
" Well, I am that young man. How is Bushman 
getting along? Is he married yet? " 
"He is doing well in every way. Yes, he has a 
wife, and she is a good one. They have two fine 
children. Bushman is one of the best men that I 
have ever met with. He is a good man every way. 
The moral tone of the neighborhood is largely to be 
attributed to the influence of Bushman and his wife." 
"That ~crrees with what Mr. Rushvalley said on the 
day that we left him alone in the woods. He . said to 
the rest of us, 'That young man has the stuff in him 
to make a first-class man.' And it seems that he has 
fulfilled the prediction." 
Just as the stranger finished the last sentence, 
Bushman came in to where they were. Mr. Root said 
to him, " Here is a friend of yours. Look at him and 
see if you can make out when or where you saw him." 
John looked at the man for a moment with one of 
his sharp, good-natured looks. Then he said, "I have 
!leen that face before, but where or when I cannot 
now recall," 








SOME OLD-TIME CUSTOMS. 359 
twice as many smutty hands, is no trifling matter. .A. 
good deal of water and no small amount of soap is 
required to do it. And it is nece!!sary to have a 
number of wash-dishes to supply so many. Wash-
tubs, pails, sugar kettles and sap-troughs are called 
into requisition for this service sometimes. 
"The tables are usually spread in. the yard. To 
seat so many men at once would be entirely beyond 
the capacity of the houses found in the new country. 
When the men get down to the table, the clatter of 
dishes, the talking and laughing, and the women ask-
ing one and another to have more bread, or meat; 
tea, or some other thing, keep things rather lively for 
a while. 
" There is always an hour for' noon,' when the men 
are supposed to rest themselves. The older oneR do 
so; . but for the younger ones, the noon-hour is 
frequently the most tiresome hour of the day. Be-
tween running, and jumping, and playing ball, the 
boys manage to keep on the move, while they fancy 
themselve~ to be resting. But that is nothing strange. 
People often work harder at play than they do at 
anything else. . 
"The afternoon is spent as the forenoon was, and 
when supper time comes, the same hands and faces 
have to be cleaned up again, and the clothes that were 
black at noon are blacker from a longer contact with 
coal dust and ashes." 
"Thank you, uncle, for your description of a log-
ging bee. I think that I should like to go to one if 
it were not for the dirt," said James. 
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